HIS POETRY

cient to quote from almost any work he produced. I
will content myself with one or two passages, leaving
the satirist for the moment aside: and first from his
lines on the young poet Oldham, Virgilian in their
dignity and beauty:

Farewell, too little and too lately known,

Whom I began to think and call my own:

For sure our Souls were near alli'd, and thine

Cast in the same poetic mold with mine.

One common Note on either Lyre did strike

And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike.

To the same Goal did both our Studies drive:

The last set out the soonest did arrive.

Thus Nisus fell upon the slippery place,

While his young Friend perform'd and won the Race.

O early ripe! to thy abundant Store

What could advancing Age have added more?

It might (what Nature never gives the Young)

Have taught the Numbers of thy Native Tongue.

But Satire needs not those, and Wit will shine

Through the harsh Cadence of a rugged Line.

A noble Error, and but seldom made,

When Poets are by too much force betray'd.

Thy gen'rous Fruits, though gather'd ere their prime,

Still show'd a Quickness; and maturing Time

But mellows what we write to the dull Sweets of Rhyme.

Once more, hail and farewell! farewell thou young,

But ah! too short, Marcellus of thy Tongue!

Thy Brows with Ivy and with Laurels bound;

But Fate and gloomy Night encompass thee around.

If it is dramatic as well as poetic power one seeks,
then read the speech of Sigismunda over the heart
of her lover:

Source of my Life and lord of my Desires,
In Whom I liv'd, with whom my Soul expires!
Poor Heart, no more the Spring of Vital Heat,
Curs'd be the Hands that tore thee from thy Seat!
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